A  Wprd 


Alas  folks,  Loudmouth  McKracken  and  the  word  Eaters  presents, 
once  again,  Juco's  contribution  to  literary  aesthetics. 

The  Word  Eaters  -were   happy  enough  with  your  adequete  response 
which  lead  to  the  publication  of  this  journal,  but  if  you  know  any- 
thing about  vbrd  Eaters,  you  should  know  that  they  have  ravenous 
literary  appetites.  Constantly  being  teased  with  literary  appeti- 
zers, (that  quickly  get  digested  by  Juco  students),  leave  them  with 
an  insatiable  hunger  for  more  words  J 

I  have  tried  my  best  to  quell  my  fellow  word  eaters  with  poetry 
from  T.S.  Elliot  to  Rod  McKuen,  but  i  am  consistantly  being  harassed 
by  demands  for  words  from  Juco  students  I 

So  folks,  as  you  can  see,  there  is  a  market  for  your  articles. 
Manuscripts  should  be  submitted  (signed  or  anonymous)  in  C1069. 
Deadlines  will  be  posted  in  the  Casuals .  Obscene  words  will  not  be 
printed  because  LMWE's  have  sensitive  palates. 

To  all  interested,  the  1-'ord  Eaters  heartily  invite  attendance  to 
the  Thursday  afternoon  meetings,  (2 too  in  "D"  mall.) 


Word  Editors: 

Bob  Ear  ley  Worm  McNett 

Marilyn  Fumagalli  John  Stobart  (faculty  advisor) 

Rich  Jovanovich  Brendan  %rd 

Don  Makeever  Joan  Warren 

Bruce  McAllister 


By  the  ir'ay:  You  may  have  noticed,  that  Word  Eater  II  has  been  released 
during  the  week  of  Valentines  Day.  This  is  no  mere 
coincidence.   n  fact,  there  are  a  few  Valentines  in  this 
issue,  but  being  fun  loving  and  intrigued  by  mindbending, 
we  are  leaving  it  up  to  you  to  detect  which  fe  ■  of  these  poems 
are  actual  valentines. 

note:  (omitted  acknowledgement  of  authorship): 
"Bob's  Br?.zerka  Blues"-  Rich  Jovanovich 


"He  Is"-  John  Homolka 


■ 


FATHER  AND  SON 


Sitting, 

staring  out 
the  slipoery  emptiness. 

A  word.  5 

I  reply 
but  neither 

really  hears  the 
other . 

Once  companions, 

understanding  has  flown 
beyond  our  grasp. 

Father  and  son; 

trapped  in 
their  own 

bubble  s 

of  loneliness. 


Norm  McNett 


OTHER  THOUGHTS 


Quiet  room, 
Room  of  thought. 

Each  sitting, 

remembering,  yearning. 

All  with  problems,  hones,  fears; 
As  great,  as  heavy 
as  my  own. 

Each  of  us  sitting 

alone ; 
Mankind's 

common  bond? 

And  I  sit  here  wondering; 
are  they 

doing 

the  same 
about  me? 

—  Norm  McNett 


COMBINED  TO 


Two  lovers  enjoying 

pains, 
joys, 
tears, 
hopes , 
ea  ch  other * 
I  smile  at  them' 
and  their 
good  fortune. 
Maybe  they  -will 

never  know 
the  -pain  of  living  in 

an 
empty  soulless  shell* 

— Nor ip  McTfetb 


FOREVER1  S  TO-DRROW 


Pass  me  by; 

You  probably 
v;ill . 
I've  been  passed 

by  before. 

It  gets'  tiring  ■• 
standing  in  the 

background,  " 

Not  knowing  -when  or' 
if 

■  it's  time  to  move. 

Forgotten  again, 
lost  again; 
lonely 

for  ever » 


-Norm  McNett 


THE  MIND 


Swallowed  by  a  hewed  haze 
filled  with  the  coalescence 
of  clouds  stained  with  coral  - 
Smoldering  in  thoughts  like  a 
fog  fuzed  to  a  frosted  sun  - 
And  punctured 
with  a  severred  slice 
of  glassy  reality. 


. 


ON  K8TITY 


'Than  the  gilded  sun  becomes  gaudy; 

When  the  sympathetic  rain  enjoys  taking  life; 

i%en  the  giddy  air  burdens  the  earth, 

and  the  boastful  winds  grieve; 
'^hen  the  caressing  •  ea  stabbs  the  shored; 
■^Tien  the  sensitive  r^ouds  explode  with  enmity; 
When  dignity  is  condemned, 

and  contempt  dilates; 
"-^len  the  enviable  earth  becomes  pitiable; 
When  all  people  are  afflicted  with  apathy; 
TShen  the  sere'-e  night  cries, 

and  the  delighted  day  scorns  it; 
I  will  continue.  Will  abet  my  entity. 


HBSTALGIC  0V3RTUKB 


Open  the  wound. 

The  origin  arrives  anannounced  as 

the  sap  dripping  off  a  wood; 

and  the  wind  drifting  thro-gh  the  tissues  of  a  web. 
As  the  bending  soil  woven  with  mist; 

and  transparent  stars  fringed  in  a  tallow  glow. 
Then  rises  the  blind  tempest*  Spoil,  once  splender. 

And  dances  like  a  captured  unicorn  to  the  music  of  an  avalanche 
And  cries  from  habit  under  the  lunatic's  moon 

are  infinite  as  illusions  of  the  desert  wrinkles. 
As  the  mirror  reflects  the  ghost's  image 

and  the  canyon  echoes  his  voice. 
Like  a  cliff  iminoreed  abyss. 
And  when  the  earth  is  a  ruined  relic  sprinkled  with  legend  and  lore; 
be  surrounded  by  the  spectre  of  the  ballet  of  antiquity. 


— Debby  Schmidt 


-  Shades  of  «JU3  — 


There  are  women  who  love  you. 

There  are  those  to  be  loved. 

There's  an  "only"  who  really  rates. 

But  the  lovliest  group  to  look  upon, 

When  a  Ger.-p.an  formation  corals  out  of  the* ..dawn, 

Is  a  squadron  of  P-38'So 


Art  VTa Iters 


mm  teh,  the  day 


I  have  known  well  the  day. 

I  have  matched  the  sky  turn  pink— » 

then  overcast. 
I  have  sat  quietly,  listening  for 

the  fish  birds  of  morning, 
1  have  seen  the  river,  turn  from 

green  to  blue,  with  reflected  clouds; 
T  have  walked  in  the  tall  grasses — 

forcing  a  pheasant  to  fly— 
knd   my  heart  ?<hirred  as  did  his 

wings . 
I  have  entered  a  seldom  trod  path 

And  caused  the  cricket  to  still. 
From  far  away,  a  truck  whistled 

along  a  highway. 
But  motor  sounds,  master d  not 

to  my  world. 
The  Oak;  ^o  crusty  an  poiced 

brushed  the  sky, 
Time  was  hushed,  and  warmly 

waiting. 
I  have  known  well  the  clay. 


Imitation  of  Robert  Frost's  "Aquainted  with  the  Night" 
Carol  T'odrids 


Tour  Cigarette  Lighter  has  Melted  in  Your  Hand 


The  key  doesn't  fit  and  I'm  having  one,  too, 

Three,  four,  doesn't  open  the  door 
There's  no  one  inside  'nd   there's  no  place  to  hide 

Dad  watching  football  does  not  know  the  score 
The  grape  of  -wrath  hath  wrought  a  bath 

Saturation  doesn't  pay  your  way 
I'll  run  a""ay  one  boring  day 

Tomorrow's  as  good  as  any  day 
lour  cigarette  lighter  you  take  for  granted 

It's  always  there  to  use 
^hen  you  find  it  molten  in  your  ooc!'et 

You'll  pour  it  in  your  shoes 


— Chuck  Binckley 


CHILDHOOD 


Little  child ,  go  a-  ay 
Come  back  when  you're  ^ro^m  someday 
Hide  runny  nose  and  tears  from  me 
You're  something  I  can't  stand  to  see. 


— Chuck  Binckley 


Lost  in  the  swirls  of  blinding  twirls 
The  batons  thrown  by  the  girls 
Metalled  me  between  the  ju^lars  and  heads: 

Mickey  Mouse,  Daffy  Duck,  father  Goose 
All  of  them  turn  me  loose  amidst 

Slide  trombones,  french  horns,  snare  drums,  and 
march  steps. 
The  parade  slod.es  forward  on  the  town-mrle  trek. 

Floats,  flo-iers,  horses,  pompom's 
I  am  twirled,  daz-led,  and  at  a  loss  of  balance 
Tasting  a  pile  of  horse  manure. 

— Marilyn  Fumagalli 


G 


(Bob's  Brazerko  Blues) 

I  watched  as  they  carried  her  bent,  lifeless  body  av'ay5 
congealing,  arterial  blood  scattered  her  jaundice-Mellon  skin, 
and  T  wept  as  the  hideous  end  to  our  ill-fated  love  affair 
flashed  through  my  mind  yet  once  more. 
Good-bye,  Chiquita  Banana. 


. 

GENERATION 


To  Mom... 

who  doesn't  know. 


■  • 


How  strange  it  is 

t  iat  'we  are  strangers  - 
that  T  was  conceived 

in  passionate  love, 
breach-birthed,  nursed 

and  rocked  to  sleep 
by  you,  who  will  hover  after, 
wings  beating  noisily  in  the  air 
for  twenty-one  years... 

yet  we  sat  today, 

in  the  kitchen 
across  that  familiar  table 

and  couldn't  touch. 

what  perverse  muse 

clouds  our  memories- 
rerouting  the  neurons 

past  the  ganglion  stons 
where  love  erased  any 

and  all  misunderstandings 

and  now  replaces  faith  with  doubt, 
hope  with  fear, 
and  love?.  .  »  . 

and.  love  with 

^10   are  you? 


— J.  J.  Richards 


You  Can  . 


Xf   you  knew  what.  I  'd  been  through 

You  might  understand 

v"hy  soieone  else's  point  of  view 

Has  gained  the  upper  hand 
I  can  see  you 
I  can  be  you 
But  I"  can't  find  a  place  to  go 

''•ny  time  of  the  day 

When  there ' s  nothing  to  say 
And  ^*ou  have  things  your  "way 
You  will  know 

That  the  ■"•orld  is  your  slave 

And  it's  you  that  can  save 

It,  -when  saving  is  needed 
Don't  be  slow 

And  I 've  been  to  the  sun 
And  I 've  been  on  the  run 
Life  will  always  be  fun 
There's  no  use  f0r   a  gun 
You  can  live  in  a  tent 
You  can  swing  on  a  star 
You  can  read,  every  book 
You  can  play  your  guitar 
You  can  eat  like  a  kirg 
You  can  roll  in  the  grass 
You  can  ride  on  a  swing 
Take  a  walk  through  your  past 
You  can  be  ^eter  Pan 
You  can  sing  in  the  rain 
You  can  become  a  man 
You  can  experience  pain 
You  can  fly  through  the  air 
You  can  take  up  karate 
You  can  cut  of  your  hair 
You  can  go  to  the  potty 
You  can  make  a  good  movie 
You  can  watch  a  skin  flick 
You  can  eat  at  ^c^onald ' s 
You  can  make  yourself  sick 
You  can  live  in  the  mountains 
You  can  watch  the  stars  swim 
You  can  drink  fro*~i  a  fountain 
You  can  brighten  your  dims 
You  can  watch  your  T.V. 
You  can  eat  in  your  bed 
You  can  contract  V.D. 
You  can  live  when  vou're  dead 

But  not  everything's  been  said  .  . 


-Chuck  P.?nckley 


a 


(ring) 
(ring) 

(ring) 

Hello. 

Oh. 

Hello . 

rrong  again, 

Hello? 

pardon  me,  who  is  this? 

This  is.  .  . 

TJo  no,  who  is  this  ?  I  mean  me. 

How  would  T  know?- 

Guess. 

Do  J  know  you? 

T  don't,  think  so. 

Then  how  could  I  guess  who  you  are? 

Hmm,  T.  hadn't  thought  o£  that. 

Fell? 

How  about  if  T  guess  who  you  are? 

ro  you  know  me? 

Wo.  If  I  knew  you,  why  would  I  have  to  guess? 

Oh.  Wall,  who  am  I? 

Don't  you  know? 

rhy, c  ertainly, 

Then  why  ask  me? 

You  said  you  wanted  to  guess. 

It's  not  fair  if  you  already  know  who  you  are. 

Oh. 

That's  cheating.  No  fair  cheating. 

Oh. 

Tell  you  what,  I'll  pick  someone  neither  of  us  kno  »s  and 

we  can  both  guess, 
^'ill  that  work? 
It's  ™orth  a  try. 
(pause) 
V7ell? 

I  haven't  thought  of  one  yet, 
Oh. 

Wait.  Okay,  I've  got  one. 
Who  is  it? 
Guess, 
(pause) 
I  can't  think  of  anyone, 

ell,  than  I  suppose  I  win. 
I  supnose  so. 
Thanks  for  trying. 
Sure,  an,rtime. 
So  long. 

(click) 

Bruce  McAllister 


HE  ts 

Darkness  surrounded  him.  It  enveloped  him  like  the  night  one  sea. 
"here  is  silence.  Silence  so  quiet  that  he  can  hear  his  ears  buzzing. 
He  can  only  think.  He  hasn't  any  external  sti mli  except  that  of 
darkness  and  silence,   -le  no-"  moves  himself  slowly,  g.lidin0  like  a 
leaf  over  disturbed  waters.  He  can  feel  himself  turnin^  around, 
moving  from  sir'e  to  side. 

rrait  i   v'hat  is  this?  There  is  a  feeling  somewhere  to  the  left 
of  him.  And  now  something  to  the  right.  It  moves  up  and  dovn.  It 
is  part  of  him.  It  glides  through  his  surroundings  sluggishly.  Now 
there  is  a  tingling  beginning  to  aiove  downward.  He  is  beginning  to 
feel. 

Now  he  is  slowly  turning  around  and  sinking  denwa^d  -  or  is  it 
up- 'arc?  ^ot7  he  is  sliding  into  a  sea  of  warm  moisture.  There  is 
brightness  directly  up  ahead.   Tow  there  is  pain  searing  pain  all 
around.  Brightness,  bri  htness  so  intense  it  is  painfull,  '"hat  is 
the  terrible  bright  thing?  ;»!ow  he  is  suddenly  yanked,  uoside  down. 
Then  another  intense  pain.  He  feels  it  once,  twice,  and  then  a0ain. 
His  body  is  twisted  by  convulsions  deep  down  inside  of  him. 

TTov>  thero  is  a  voice  speaking  a  language  that  he  will  later 
come  to  understand:   ''It's  a  boy." 
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Metallic  Autocracy 


They  move  like  clock  'ork 

A  few  seconds  of  stop 

And  go 

Controlled  by  a  higher  deity 

Nade  of  •wires  and  metal  and  things 

A.  tij  er 

i  -  CO  '-or, 

A  powerful  thing 

The  stoplight  on  the  corner 

Has  just  set  them  free. 


Marilyn  Furaagalli 


STILL 


After  all  these  years 

After  all  the  tears 

After  the  hangovers  and  pain 

After  the  lonely  walks  in  the  rain 

After  the  sun  leaves  the  sky 

Leaving  it  dark  so  lost  dreams  cannot  fly 

After  the  thought  of  losing  hope 

Sometimes  behaving  like  a  dope 

I  love  you j  still. 


Bob  Early 


The  Cycle  of  Enduring  Relationships 


One  massive  wave  TOe  move  with  the  tide 

Slowly,  piercing,  shattering,  healing 

The  heartbeat  is  revived. 

Sparkling  the  moon's  reflecting  rays 

Lost  in  the  unfathomable  depths 

of  sea-deeded  greenery 

Always  make  it  to  the  shore 

And  left  among  stranger  pebbles 

Until  the  tided  force  is  felt  again 

knd   knowing  that  it  -"ill. 


Marilyn  Fumagalli 
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Contributing  to  the  Delinquency  of  a  Pervert 


The:/  don't  care  what  happens  vhen  they  let  you  out 
Unless  your  name  is  "Athlete"  and  you'll  brin^  the  1  fame 
Feed  you  bull  for  years  and  years 
Subject  you  to  a  hundred  queers 
Then  toss  you  out  upon  your  ears 
And  laugh  at  you.,  ha  -ha  -ha  I 

Have  a  piece  of  meat  on  me  for  iree  my  dear 

I  picked  it  up  at  the  Joliet  Catholic  Butcher's 

Its  life  juices  may  be  strained 

And  its  seasoning  be  drained 

T-re  can  air/ays  have  it  framed 

It's  our  son,  ha -ha-ha  ] 

Chuck  Binckley 


BetT«een  those  distant  spokes  of  circular  evolution 
You  reoccur  to  co  "sciousness 
Now  and  then. 

I  leafed  through  your  box  that  has  been 

Tied,  packed }   and  dusty 

Reliving  tho^e  two  years 

Exact  moments,  colors,  clcthes,  nonclothes,  emotions, 

faces,  etc  ••• 


I  >/&ric>:r  h;  t  prcpr.r™  '':•.  <..f   rs  is  you. 

You  in  my  make-up  har"  increased  my  c-'pacities. 

I  suppose,  we  were  born  together 

And.  died  a  linger  in  ,  painful  death 

Our  sickness  shilling  and  squelching  the  life 

That  was  struggling  through  the  smothering. 

But 

I  arose,  and  remnants  of  past  life  seep  out  as  dej'a  vu 

I  have  transmigrated  to  a  higher  level  of  capacity 

And  am  slowly  spirali  g. 
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I  Heard  the  depths  o£   Joy 

I  heard  the  depths  of  joy. 

I  heard,  the  heights  of  pain. 

I  heard  the  li  ht  turn  into  darkness 

and  darkness  to  light. 
I  heard  the  mountains  cryin";  "with  TJi'oi^'nefl's'j 

the  sea  venorarnec1  with  tension. 
I  hp-ard.  the  forests  shaped  through  music, 

and  the  deserts  asleep  Tith  it, 
I  heard  death  jeeri  g  at  life. 

and  life  mingling  with  death. 
I  heard  the  planets  wallomi  g  in  their  extremes. 
I  heard  the  mocr.  rolling  around  the  earth. 

I  hear  life  continue. 

Debbi  Schmidt 


A  waterfall,  colours  of  the  rainbow 

falling  down  to  a  black  pool 
The  sun,  flying  across  the  sky 

becomi  g  engulfed  in  a  cloud  of  Sfiffk* 
Diamonds,  ground  into  r>   powder 

with  which  to  pave  a  highway 
And  you,  sitting  there  with  your  nose 

barieH  in  the  latest  "Rolling  Stone" 
And  you  can't  see  around  its  edges. 


•Chuck  Binckley 
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■ 

I  find  myself  aloi>e, 
alone  and  lonely, 
but  hanpy 
considering  that  I  can  dream. 

I  find  myself  dreaming  more, 
dreaming  and  lyin-.,, 
lying  to  myself, 
dreaming  that  I  have  a  chance 
of  having  you. 

I  find  myself  ho  pin „, 

ho.pi-ng  for  dreams  to  end 

and  come  alive, 

and  not  alone, 

and  lying  in  soft  places 

with  you. 

Lying  and  laughing, 
laughing  at  myself, 
because  I  can  tell 
that  i'm  still  dreaming. 


-Bruce  McAllister 


The  artist  toiling  - 
beneath  his  hands 

A  piece  of  son./  dots  and  dashes  long 
'elodiously  creating 
watered  on  colors  bursting  blue 
■with  fierce  reddened  shadows. 
Those  hands,  the  stems  from  which 
newfound  life  flowers  find,  me 
as  I  lie  beneath  ray  toiling  artist. 


1/1 


Sometimes  the  words  don't  push  out 

at  all 

there  aren't  any 


no  viords — no  songs — no  images 

i  am  empty 
not  empty  of  "eeling 

just  empty  of 
rhetorical-lyrical-jraDhical 

too  empty  to  select 
the  media  of  the  moment 
and  create  the  prcr.or  T.yircrrr-^Tit 
to 
SAY*HEAT^EE 

i  can  only  feel— 

the  hurt 
and  the  cold 
and  the  emptiness — 

but  i  •will  not  hang  time  on  a  hook. 

i  ■will  not  linger  here. 

i  will  not  SAY-xHEAR-stSEE  from  here. 

There  is  enough  hurt  and  cold  and  emptiness 
v/ithout  adding  niine  .  .  . 
but,  v.hat  can  i  possibly  do  with  it? 

J.  J.  Richards 


■ 


